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Author's Notes: 

Just something a little lame for you guys. Enjoy, if you can Set during the Practice What You Preach tour. 
I've told him, over and over again. Don't worry about it, baby. It's unique. It's part of you. | love it, | adore it. 
What's he so upset about? 


The streak of white in his hair. 


It kind of nestles into his bangs, flicking up and away from his face. | love it, | really do. When he's asleep in my 
arms, sometimes | separate it from the rest of his hair, gently wind it around my finger and then watch it as 


it springs free. 


He, on the other hand, hates it for some reason. Says it makes people look at him funny, and if there's one 
thing my Alex hates, its people looking at him. Says it makes him look older, like he's aging too fast. Bullshit. | 


think it makes him look exotic and elegant. 


We used to argue about it a lot. He wants to dye it, but | beg him not to. 


Right now, we're engaged in one such exchange. It started when | walked past bathroom of our hotel room, and 
he was in there. He'd left the door open, and was just standing there, staring at his reflection with a small, sad 


expression on his face. His pale shoulders were slumped, his hair damp and a towel around his waist. 


‘You look beautiful, baby, | tell him, leaning against the door frame. He manages a small smile and his blue eyes 


flick to me, but then he sighs and his face falls again. | know what he's thinking, even before he speaks. 
‘tm gonna dye it, Chuck: 


His voice is soft yet determined. | approach him and wrap my arms around him from behind, pulling his bare 


torso back to myself and hugging him to me. His skin is cool and smooth. | see him smile in our reflection 

| bury my face into his hair and smell his shampoo. It's sweet and .. fruity? Whatever, it smells good. 

‘Up to you, Alex: 

| know there's no point in arguing with him any more. If it makes him happy, then | guess I'll be okay with it. 


He sighs and relaxes back into my embrace, and the towel slips slightly. There's now a tiny patch of black hair 
on display, and | find myself drawn to it. One hand creeps downward, and he laughs softly, twisting his neck to 
kiss the crown of my head. 


| allow my other hand to wander, too, whilst resting my chin on his shoulder. | watch his face in the mirror as 
my fingers skitter down his pale, pale chest, fluttering over ribs and making his stomach quiver. His breath 


hitches as his body responds to my touch. 


| brush my lips against his ear, and my lower hand reaches the top of his towel. There's now a bulge, just 
south of where my fingers rest, and they slowly start to loosen the towel. His breathing is sharp now, and he 
feebly protests. | know he doesn't mean it, so | just go right on ahead. He's still so self-conscious, even around 
me, but | really need to do this for him. He's only let me twice before, and both of those times he'd been 
drinking. Now, we're totally sober and | have every intention of demonstrating my love for him, insecurities and 


all. | think he's pretty perfect. 
He whines as the towel hits the floor. No move to pick it up or get away from me. 


| gaze at him in the mirror. He's so pale, compared to myself. Black (well, mostly) hair, white skin, pink lips, 
sharp hipbones, narrow waist. God. 


‘You're so perfect, you know? | murmur, but he just looks down. He hates seeing himself naked. 


Naked and hard. Why is he so ashamed? 


| slowly release my hold on him and turn him around to face me. His hair tumbles down over his shoulders and 


his face is timid. He looks up at me, and his blue eyes are so, so sad. 


Gently, | kiss him, smiling into it when | feel him slowly respond. It usually takes him a while to get into it 
because he's so shy, but | don't mind. 


Soon, though, | deviate from his mouth. | kiss down his alabaster neck, collarbones, Jesus Christ, chest, 
quivering belly, holding him against the wall with firm hands on his hips. His hands find their way to my 


shoulders and the back of my neck. I'm aware of my own aching arousal, but this is all about him. 


Finally, | reach my destination. Purpled and weeping, however hard he tries to repress his body's reactions. | 


love this part of him, too. 


| flick my hair back and look up at him, smiling as my knees hit the floor. Oh yeah, the mighty Chuck Billy on 
his knees, about to give his secret boyfriend and lead guitarist head. Imagine what the critics would say if they 
got hold of that. 


Secretly, though, | love it. He smiles shyly at me, knowing there's nothing he can do anymore because I've got 


him. 


| lick my lips and press a kiss to the tip of his cock, which, by the way, is a very nice cock. He hates that part 
of him, too, but | fail to understand why. It feels so lovely and silky-smooth when | slip the head between my 
lips. | don't miss the strangled grunt he gives or the shiver which rips down his body. 


Slowly, | start to work his shaft with my tongue, bringing one hand down to stroke what | can't reach with my 
mouth and massaging his hip with the other. | don't think I'm very good at this, but all that matters is his 
enjoyment. Right now, his eyes are screwed shut and his teeth are sunk into his bottom lip, so I'm not too 
worried. His deceptively strong fingers are squeezing and massaging the junction between my neck and shoulder, 


and it feels damn nice. | can't help it and | moan around his cock. 

The effect of the vibration on him is immediate. He jumps and shudders, making another of those lovely noises. 
| can taste his salty pre-come, and | carefully open my throat a little more, take a little more of him into my 
mouth. I'm shit-scared of choking, though, so | know | can't take too much. 

| look up at him, feeling a wet patch work its way through my boxers, and he's got this beatific smile on his 
face. | need to keep that vision forever. God, he looks so gorgeous. | pause for a second, not pulling off him, to 
allow the image to sink into my brain. 


‘Don't stop‘ 


His voice is a rasped whisper. 


So | get back to work. Humming a little in the back of my throat, | work up a rhythm. His choked moans are 
becoming more and more frequent, and | savour the sounds. His balls are so tight now. | know he won't last 
much longer. 

Sure enough, one of his hands pulls hard at the the hair on the back of my head. 

‘tm gonna come, he chokes out, struggling to remain standing. | feel his cock begin to pulse, and a thought 
comes to me on the spur of the moment. | pull off and duck my head, and he lets out a strangled cry as he 
comes in thick white ribbons. 

All over my hair. 

| kneel in front of him, my hands returning to his hips, massaging them and feeling him tremble and shake. 
Slowly, | get to my feet, my erection angrily straining at the front of the shorts I'm wearing, and a wet patch 
from my pre-come staining the front of them. 

"You okay, baby? | ask gently, tilting his chin up to me. He had looked so gone in the heat of the moment. 


"m good; he says sleepily, smiling again 


| look in the mirror at our reflection There's a thick streak of his come decorating my hair, and I've managed 
to get it on my lips too. | lick it off, and then point to the mirror. 


‘Hey, Alex, look: 

He turns his head, tiredly, leaning back into me. 

‘Now I've got a white streak in my hair, too. 

* 

To this day, his laughter after | delivered that line rings gloriously in my ears. 


He never did dye his hair. 


